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Why now do pangs of torment clutch thy heart
Which with thy love should make thee overjoy'd,
As him whose intellect hath passed the skies ?      31
Behold, the spirits of thy life depart
Daily to Heaven with her, they so are buoy'd
With their desire, and Love so bids them rise.
0 God !  and thou, a man whom God made wise;
To nurse a charge of care, and love the same !
I bid thee in His Name
From sin of sighing grief to hold thy breath,
Nor let thy heart to deathC
Nor harbour death's resemblance in thine eyes.
God hath her with Himself eternally,	"         41
Yet she inhabits every hour with thee.
Be comforted, Love cries, be comforted 1
Devotion pleads, Peace, for the love of God !
0 yield thyself to prayers so full of grace ;
And make thee naked now of this dull weed
Which 'neath thy foot were better to be trod ;
For man through grief despairs and ends his days.
How ever shouldst thou see the lovely face
If any desperate death should once be thine ?	50
Erom justice so condign
Withdraw thyself even now ; that in the end
Thy heart may not offend
Against thy soul, which in the holy place,
In Heaven, still hopes to see her and to be
Within her arms.   Let this hope comfort thee.
Look thou into the pleasure wherein dwells
Thy lovely lady who is in Heaven crown'd,
Who isvherself thy hope in Heaven, the while
To make thy memory hallowed she avails ;	60
Being a soul within the deep Heaven bound,
A face on thy heart painted, to beguile
Thy heart of grief which else should turn it vile.
Even as she seemed a wonder here below,
On high she seemeth so,—

